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r MOVE DOWN CLOSER, 
JOE / THAT JENNINGS 

MOB ISN'T GOING 
t TO GET AWAY THIS A 
TIME/ 
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CHEW IMPROVED FORMULA 

CHEWING GUM! 

REDUCE 



ft 5 lbs. 



u/ith Dr ' Phillips 
Week W,th Plan 



1 



Reduce to a slimmer more graceful figure the way Dr. 
Phillips recommends — without starving — without 
missing a single meal! Here for you NOW — a scien- 
tific way which guarantees you can lose as much 
weight as you wish — or YOU PAY NOTHING! No 
Drugs, No Starvation, No Exercises or Laxatives. The amaz- 
ing thing is that it is so easy to follow — simple and 
safe to lose those ugly, fatty bulges. Each and every 
week you lose pounds safely until you reach the C* 
weight that most becomes you. Now at last you 12 
have the doctors' new modern way to reduce — S u^ p Y Ly 
to acquire that dreamed about silhouette, an im- only 
proved slimmer, exciting, more graceful figure. Simply 
chew delicious improved Formula Dr. Phillips Kelpi- 
dine Chewing Gum and follow Dr. Phillips Plan. This 
wholesome, tasty delicious Kelpidine Chewing Gum contains 
Hexirol, REDUCES appetite and is sugar free. Hexitol is a 
new discovery and contains no fat and no available carbo- Jfai 
hydrates. Enjoy chewing this delicious gum and reduce f 
with Dr. Phillips Plan. Try it for 12 ddys, then step on -§:■-{§ 
the scale. You'll hardly believe your eyes. Good for B|>' 
men too. ^^ 



MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE! 10 DAY FREE TRIAL! 



Mail the coupon now! Test the amazing Dr. Phillips KELPIDINE CHEWING GUM REDUCING PUN for 10 days 
at our expense. If ofter 10 day* your friends, your mirror and your scale do not tell you thai you have lost 
weight and look ilimmer you pay nothing. 



AMERICAN HEALTHAIDS CO., Dept. CH-544, 318 Market St., Newark, N. J. 

Just nail us your name and address, and SI. 00 cash, chock NA ME 

icy-order. You will receive a 12 day (uppty QTY , 



of KELPIDINE CHEWING GUM (improved For 
and Dr. Phillips Reducing Plan postage prepaid. 



ADDRESS.. 



understand that if I am not delighted 
turn in 10 days for full purchase price 



□ Send me Special 24 day supply and FREE 12 day package for $2.00. 
with KELPIDINE CHEWING GUM and Dr. Phillips Reducing Plan, I can i 
refund. 



SENT ON APPROVAL - MAIL COUPON NOW! 
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OF%NCE UPON A TIME THERE WERE FOUR PUNKS WHO THOUGHT OF THEMSEL VES AS BIG SHOTS/ 
%£/ THESE FOUR PUGS PROWLED THROUGH THE UNDERWORLD WITH CHIPS ON THEIR SHOULDERS 
ASS/GAS THEIR BRAINS WERE SMALL/THEY HATED THE WORLD AND EVERYBODY IN IT. . . IN- 
CLUDING EACH OTHER/ HOW NATURAL IT WAS THEREFORE THAT FOUR SUCH TERRORS, UNHOLY, 
UNHINGED AND UNJAILED, SHOULD SOME DAY COME FACE TO FACE WITH A TERROR OF THEIR 
OWN MAKING/ 





YOU SHOW UP TONIGHT WITH THE 
GREEK STUFF, OR YOU AN' YOUR 
PAL5 WILL WIND UPAS FfSHBAITj 
SOT THAT 
STRAIGHT?/ S-SURE.MR.SLAVIN/ 




BRICK/ SLAVIN CAN DO WHAT 
HE SAYS/ HE CAN KILL- 
OHHH 

" SHUT I 




WE Al N'T GOT FOUR HUNDRED BUCKS / 

WE AIN'T GOT A NICKEL BETWEEN 

US/ OUR ONLY CHANCE IS TO PULL 

ASTiCKUP/ CHON/ LET'S LOOK j — 

AROUND FOR 

S0METHIN7/BUT ITAlrfTTHAT 

SIMPLE/ DOUGH JUST 

T BET PICKED UP 

I YOU WANT 




I MAYBE NOT BY YOU, LAME-BRAIN/ f S-SURE/ 
YOU GOT THE BRAINS AN' GUTS OF / ANYTHIN' 
A BEDBUG/ BUT I'M RUNNIN'THIS 4 YOU SAY, 

I OUTFIT/ I'LL FIND THAT DOUGH/ A BRICK/ 




Jt WAS STILL EARLY INWEDAY. PEOPLE WERE AT WORK. 
NOBODY WAS IN THE TENEMENT FLAT BRICK SELECTED. . . 



KEEP YOUR EYES PEELED, 
EDDIE. RAP ON THE DOOR IF 
SOMEBODY COMES/ I'LL 
ESCAPE DOWN THE FIKE 
LADDER/ 



OKAY, BRICK/BUT HURRY/ 
IT DON'T LOOK GOOD FOR 
THREE OF US 10 BE 
STANDIN* HERE/ 





I'M NOT WINDIN 1 U P WITH 
ANOTHER STRETCH/ THOSE 
CRUMBS/ IU.BETTHEYTRE AT 
THE HIDEOUT/ THEY ALWAYS 
00 THERE WHEN THEY'RE 
v_ SCARED/ 




WELL, WE'RE SUNK NOW/ THE NEIGHBORHOOD'S 
CRAWLIN WITH COPS/WE CAN FORGET ABOUT 
STICKUPS FOR TODAY/ BUT SI 

WON'T FORGET ABOUT THAT W^gf * GOT AN IDEA. 
J) 0U6H HE'S EXPE CTIN'f^^^F^ IT AIN'T A STICK' 
Uft BUT AT LEAST IT'S 




SOME DAYS , WHEN I NEED 
SOME COIN, THIS GUY FIBER 
GIVES ME A JOB UNLOAD!*',' 
CARGO. AT LEAST WE'LL 
HAVE SOME DOUGH TO GIVEy 
SLAVIN/J 



YOU'RE RIGHT. MAYBE 
IT'LL STALL SLAVIH 
TILL WE CAN PULL. 
A DECENT JOB/ . V""^ 




IT'LL BELIKE AOOWN VyGOODPI DOfi ' 1 L|KE 
PAYMENT, AM" BESIDES, M WORK ANY BCTTER'H 
IT'LL KEEPUSOUTA THE A YOU DO/ BUTTHiS 
NEIGHBORHOOD/ INTRODUCE ) IS AN EMERGENCY/ 
USTO YOUR FRIEND FIBERj^/^-^ 
DON/ji — 





TAKE YOUR HANDS OFF ME/ I'M NOT 
ONE OF YOUR CRUMMY WAGE SLAVES/, 
~< 
SURE/ YOU'RE ACRUMMY 
LOAFER/ WELL, LOAF 
SOMEWHERE ELSE/ THAT 
GOES FOR THE RESTO 
YOU/ YOU, TOO, DON /j- 



I DON T KNOW WHOYOUR LOUD- 
MOUTHED FRIENDS ARE, BUT I DON'T 
WANT TO SEE YOU OR THESE CHEAP 
HOODS AGA" 
UGKHHHH/ S XXI SHOW YOU 




HE*S DEAD/ Y HE DESERVED IT/ 
YOU KILLED J HE TRIED TO PUSH 
HIM, BRICK// ME AROUND/ NO- 
BODY CAN DO THAT 
) BRICK DORAN AN* 
E/ LETS GET OUT 
, OF HERE/ 





but we're no mob, Y n °booies stay no- 
brick/ WE'RE NOBODIES// BODIES/WE'RE BIG SHOTS/ 
JUST FOUR GUYS --f f SOWHATlFWE GOT NO 
TRYIN'TOGET JT I DOUGH/ WE'LL HAVE DOUOH 

ALONG -^^f- :■■■■ \ YET/ BUT NOT IFWE'RE 

OWW/ ^^H : t,V YELLOW-BELLIES/ 





^\ 



T N 1945, THE POLICE CASE 
HISTORY OFHOODL UM 
'BLACK/E'MORAN READ LIKE 
A ONE-MAN CRIME WAVE/HIS 
NAME WAS DOWN ON THE 
POLICE BLOTTER FOR EVERY 
CRIME IN THE BOOK.. . EXCEPT 
MURDER/ BUT BLACKIE ADDED 
THAT BLOODY OFFENSE TO 
HIS POLICE CASE CARD ON 
OCTOBER 14, 1943. . . WHEN HE 
GRADUA TED HIMSELF FROM A 
HOODLUM TO HOLDUP MAN 
AND HE AND HIS HOODS RAIDED 
AN EAST-SIDE BANK DURING 
BUSINESS HOURS/ A WOMAN 
PATRON SCREAMED, AND 
BLACKIE'S .45-CALIBER- 
TYPEWRITER SPRAYED THE 
CUSTOMERS WITH LEAD. , . 
ANDSPELLEOOUTIN 
BULLETS AND BLOOD THE 
WORST CRIME OF BLACKIE'S 
INFAMOUS CAREER... 




HEY, BUCKIE/ FOB CRIPES 
SAKES... TURN OFF THAT 
CHOPPER/ EVERY BULL IN 
TOWN'LL HEAR YA AN' 
A 



TO BLAZES WITH THE 

I DOUGH, BLACKIE/ ITS 
I TOO LATE NOW.. .1 
| HEAR SIRENS/ THE 
COPS ARE COMIN7 




BlACKIE WAS THROWN CLEAR OF THE 
WRECKAGE AND WHILE LEFTY 
SCREAMED FOR HELP INSIDE THE 
BLAZING MASS OF STEEL ...BLACK* 
CRAWLED AWAY WITH THE BAG OF LOOT. . 



IF I CAN DUCK INTO THIS BUILDING 
AN' SET UP TO THE ROOF, THE 
BULLS'LL NEVER CLAMP A MITT ON ME.' 





MIKE, THE ELEVATOR OPERATOR, 
DID AS 3LACKIE ORDERED. HE 
SHOT THE CAR VP SO FAST HE 
LEFT BLACKiE'S STOMACH ON 



HEY/ CUT (GULP) 
THATOUT/ STOP IT...1 
OR I'LL, BLAST YA/. 




Once asain mike obeyed and 
rammed the speeding elevator to 
a sudden halt/ the action made 
blackie double up . 




AND THAT'SWHEN MtKESTRAKHT- 
ENEDHMOUTWfTHA POWERFUL 
UPPERCUTTHAT I IFTED BLACK IE 
OFF THE FLOOR 



SO YA WANNA TRADE SLUGS, 

HUH, WISE GUY? OKAY. ..HERE'S 
ONE OUTTA LEAD- 




THE BULLET SPUN MIKE AROUND, AND AS HE DROPPED, 
HE GRABBEt, I THE CONTROL LEVER 




The force of the plunging elevator 
strangleo blackie's threat in ms throat 
and the car dropped down the greased shaft 
like a runaway locomotive ... 





THE BUILDING SHOOK WHEN THE ELEVATOR SLAMMED TO j 
A STOP AT WE BOTTOM OF THE SHAFT/ AND WHEN THE 
AUTOMATIC DOORS SLID OPEN. . . , 



YEAH, HE GOT ME AN" r 
AIN'T FORGETTltflT. NO 
CAN'S GONNA HOLD ME.. 
AN' WHEN I BUST OUT, 
K1DDO... YOU'RE GONNA 
BE A DEAD HERO/ 




BtACK/E WAS PUT INTO WE DEATH HOUSE IN THE PEN., 
AND DESPERATION FORCED MM TO WORK FAST IN 
ORGANIZING THE OTHER CANARY BIRDS FOR A 
BUST- OUT.. 



YEAH, BLACKIE... 
ALL THE OTHER GUYS "* 
IN DEATH, ROW WANT IN 
QNYOUR CAPER TOO/J 



At MIDNIGHT ON THE DOT, BLACKIE STARTED TO MOAN 
UKE A DYING HOUND DOG. . . AND WHEN WE GUARD 
OPENED WECELL AND LEANED OVERHIM, BLACKIE 
TOOK A TIGHTER GRIP ON THE SHIV. . 




/okay, ya mugs, yer free. ..let'sN But WHEN we OTHER CONS 

/BLOW/OUTINTOTHETARD/HEA0POR I STARTED ACROSS WE YARD, 

I THE GATE/ I GOT THE SCREW'S GAT \ BLACKIE STAYED BEHIND AND 

I SO WE CAN FORCE THE GATE GUARD MADE AN ANNOUNCEMENT . 
V TO OPEN UP AN' SPRING US / 



Spotlights sliced we darkness 
and caught the convicts in a 
noose of yellow light/ wen a 
deadly crossfire of machine 
■ gun bullets nailed down the 
trapped prisoners. 




While we men he double-crossed were dying and 
the guards were concentrating their attention 
and their guns on them. . .blackie was scaling 
the wall at the other end of the yard . . _^_ 




BlACKIE DITCHED THE HOT CAR IN THE CITY AND THEN 
GOT HIMSELF LOST IN THE CONCRETE JUNSLE / AND 
WHEN THE NEWS OF HIS ESCAPE CAME OVER THE PQUCE 
TWER TAPE.. THE CHIEF REMEMBERED BLACXIPS 
THREAT. . .J— 

W ' HE SWORE HE'D 

SET THAT ELEVATOR OPERATOR 

WHO WAS RESPONSIBLE FOR HIS 

ARREST ... AN' THAT MAY BE 

WHERE HE'S HEADING FDR/ 




Black/e promised the 
doc a hud Of COUGH. . . 
AND THE DRUNKEN QUACK 
CONSENTED . 




^mL. 



BlACKIE WAITED A$ NIKE L£T off his passengers 
ONE BY ONE ON THE WAY UP/AND THEN AFTER A STOP 
ON THE 19th FLOOR.. .BLACKIE WAS THE ONLY ONE 
LEFT IN THE CAR . 



1 



BUT WHEN THE DOORS SLID TOGETHER, MIKE HIT THE 
CONTROL LEVER AND MADE THE ELEVATOR CAR DO LIKE 1 
COCKTAIL SHAKER. . . r~ 




A FEW WEEKS LATER, THESUPPOSEDLY TOUGH BLACKIE MORA* ' j AnDIZ MINUTES LATER, AT 11:33 P.M., JULY 
COULDN'T EVEN WALK DOWN THE LAST MILE OF "DEATH ROW I 27th, I94G... FOUR THOUSANDVOLTS OF 

TOWARD THE ELECTRIC CHAIR. IEHA D TO BE DRAGGED,,,, . j ELECTRICITY BLAZED THRU BLACKIE MOHAN'S 

Brf MISERABLE BODY. . . ONCE AGAIN PROVING TO 
CRIMINALS ALL OVER THE WORLD THAT CRIME 
MUST PAY THE PENALTY / 






THAT'S PLAIN AS THE V THE BUMP ON MY HEAD GAVE 
BUMP ON YOUR HEAD, I ME AN IDEA, COMMISSIONER/ 
TURNER/ BUT WE CAN'T j SOMEBODY HAS TO 6ET IN 
STAND STILL / WE'VE jP WITH THIS 6ANG AND TACKLE 
T GOT TO DO r-y IT FROM THE INSIDE/ AND I 
[ SOMETHING/ J { THINK I CAN 00 IT/ 




Slowly, jeff overcame we commissioner's 
res/stance 



THOSE BABIES ARE TOUGH J 
KNOW I'M ONLY A M BUT IT'S YOUR NECK / OKAY, J 
ROOKIE, BUT I'M THE J GO AHEAD/ BUT IF YOU 
MAN FOR THE JOB/ AN A SET INTO A JAM WITH 




But just then a break came his way. . . 


HEY, YOU.. .WHAT'S YOUR 
NAME... HOW ABOUT A 
GAME OF POOL? YOU * 
DON'T HAVE TO WORRY/ . 
k^ I'M HO SHARK/^^ 


^ ALL RIGHT, I'VE ALWAYS ' 
M BEEN A SUCKER FOR EIGHT 
■ BALL.'' THE NAME'S AL 
fccRANE. I'M FROM TOLEDO f 








TT— ^^^^ 






In the sumptuous "front' which concealed the 
sans's leadership. . 



Jeff had broken the ice, but his sharp 
eyes told him there wasn't a chance of: 
contactins headquarters . ■ . v 




j It m s a gruelling six -week course, paced b r the toughest driu sergeant jeffhad even met . 




Je FF mtS "GRADUATED' WITH 
HIGHEST HONORS ON DECEMBER 12 f/>. 



I SENT A FULL 
REPORT ON YOU TO \ 
DESTRY/YOU WEBeJ 
TOP MAN/ SOME 
DAY I WANT YOU TO ' 
COME BACK TO HELP 2 
ME WITH THE^, 
SCHOOL/ 




AS SOON AS JEFF RETURNED TO 




rsWELL/ 




THE MAESTRO SWEARS 


i I'LL 


BY YOU/ THAT'S WHY I'M 


^LINE 


TURNING THIS LOAN * 


f THIS 


OFFICE JOB OVER TO YOU 


\ THING 


WORK OUT THE DETAILS 


^ UP 


FOR OUR BRIEFING^^ 


SMOOTH 


k^SESSION JB 


AS SILK, 




^SOSS / 


rwyMi 


Pm 


fcl/iJK*^-^ 





There was no tail to shake this 

time, and a few hours later 

jeff held a different kind df 

briefing, : . , ■ ,■.■-■,■, — i. 



" - • — * YOU HAD US 1 

WORRIED, JEFF/ BUT WHAT YOU'VE 
TOLD US SHOULD BREAK THE BACK- 
BONE OF THE SANS/ YOU'VE DONE . 

A G R.EAT w— —- — ^ 

WUST HAVE ENOUGH ^ 

/ COPS ON HAN TO HANDLE 

[ THE MOB/ I'LL LEAD 

\THEM RIGHT INTO YOUR 

LAPS/ 




The morning of December ibih, as jeff led his un- 
suspecting GANGINTO THE FEDERAL LOAN COMPANY 




Sestrt expected a hundred grand 
haul when the doohs opened, but 

INSTEAD . 



SURPRISE, DESTRY/ J 
WE FINISHED THE 
LOAN COMPANY JOSi 
AND NOW WE'RE 
BACK.. .TO FINISH 
YOU/ REACH, DON'T f 
LET THOSE HANDS J 
. WANDER I 



Moments later a police 
motorcade was on its 
wat out to destry's 
training school . . , 



AS THE POLICE CORDON CLOSED M. . 



WE LL HAVE TO 

SPREAD OUT AND 

CUT THEM OFF 

FROM THE HOUSE/ 

THERE CAN'T BE 

TOO MANY HE«Ei, 



FAN OUT, MEN, 
AND CIRCLE THAT 
EMBANKMENT. DON'T 
LET THIS MAESTRO 
SET AWAVA 




STONE WALLS BEHIND HIM 



"It was a seamy, downtrodden rooming house 
and John Crackle stood in the dim entryway and 
regarded with strong distaste the first of three 
long Sights he had to climb. It was only eight- 
thirty but he wished he were home with his feet 
in a basin of warm, soothing water. John Crackle 
was not a heavy man but he was big-boned and 
sometimes he felt the weight of all his bones wa* 
centered on two small areas just under each arch. 
Ever since he could remember, his feet were al- 
ways killing him. He relieved himself of a heavy 
sigh and, clutching his brief case, he started 
climbing. 

The door he was looking for was at the head 
of the stairs three flights up. John Crackle put 
his ear to the door, heard nothing, and knocked. 

"Who is it?" 

The. voice, John Crackle thought, was belliger- 
ent. He gave his name, hoping he wasn't going 
to have too rough a time of it. He didn't have 
long to *wonder about it, though, for the door 
was quickly openedand he entered the small room, 
blinking. 

The man who opened the door was about 
twenty-three years old, a lean taut fellow with 
haunting eyes and a bitter mouth. "Don't you 
ever get tired of snooping T* he said, and went 
back to the bed where he lay back and stared at 
the ceiling. 

"It's my job," John Crackle said. He sat down 
on the only chair. "I've been hearing things, 
Adams," he said. 

"I do what the book says." Bill Adams threw 
him a bitter glare. "I visit your office regularly, 
I get off the streets at the proper time, I don't 
hang around with shady characters." 

John Crackle set down his brief case. "That's 
just it," he said. "From what I hear, you've been 
seen with shady characters. Floating dice games, 
floating poker games — any kind of gambling you 
get wind of, you're there. As your Probation Offi- 
cer, it's my duty to report you. And you go right 
back to jail — to finish out your term. Two years." 

The lines on Bill Adams' face tightened. "Well, 
why don't you?" 

John Crackle couldn't answer that. The boy had 
claimed he was innocent, and maybe he was, but 
he'd been picked up with the gun in his pocket 
«nd he might have stashed the holdup money in 



some secret place. But it wasn't the innocent act, 
which so many criminals habitually pulled, that 
stopped Crackle. So young, he thought. And so 
bitter. 

"Understand," he said, "I'm not a cop, I'm 
not trying to pui you behind bars. It's my job to 
help you adjust — to keep you from going back 
again." ■ 

"Thanks for nothing," Bill Adams said. 

John Crackle sighed. Given time, he might 
break down the kid's tough armor ... but there 
was no time. There never was time — enough. 

"Look, Adams," he said, "I've learned a lot 
about criminals and their habits. It won't make me 
happy to send you back with the tough cases. I'd 
rather see you stay with your job and — " He look- 
ed at the boy lying silent, staring at the ceiling, 
unhearing. He shrugged. "Guess I'll go home 
and bathe my feet," he said. "And talk to the 
wife. She has to listen." 

He got up and went downstairs and across the 
street to the little candy store, where he entered 
the phone booth. He spoke briefly into the phone 
and then went out to his jaloupy and sat inside 
and waited. In about fifteen minutes a man came 
strolling up to the car. 

"Another one?" the man said. 

John Crackle nodded, and opened the door. 
"That house," he said. "About twenty yards down. 
I want you to stay with him when he comes out. 
I don't want him to get into trouble. Do what you 
can, Stasi." 

"I hope he's worth it," Stasi said. "Your trou- 
ble, that is." 

"Were you worth it?" Crackle said, smiling. 

"I'm just shooting off my mouth again," Stasi 
said. "Pay no never-mind to me." 

They sat for an hour, smoking cigarettes. Fi- 
nally, Bill Adams emerged. Crackle nudged Stasi, 
who said, "I fix him, Mr. Crackle. These peepers 
of mine won't let him out of my sight." He wait- 
ed a few moments and slipping out of the car, 
began to follow Adams from across the street. 
Mr. Crackle shoved the car into gear and slowly, 
from a discreet distance, crept along behind. 

Within an hour, Bill Adams made three stops. 
The first was in a loft building where, Mp. Crack- 
le was informed by Stasi, a neat crap game was 
going on. The second was in the back room of a 



garage. Stud poker. The third stop Vas another 
crap game. 

Stasi decided not to enter the fourth joint. He 
watched Bill Adams enter the old warehouse and 
then he turned back searching for Mr. Crackle. 
He found the car idling about fifty yards away. 

"What gives?" Stasi asked. "How long does 
this merry-go-round go on?" 

"K s a week now, I've heard. But I just found 
out today." 

"I can't go in there," Stasi said. "He'll smell 
something. He'll smell I'm tailing him or some- 
thing." 

"I wish you could," John Crackle said. "I don't 
like it- — him in there alone. He's all primed to - ex- 
plode." He passed over the cigarettes. "Aaarhh," 
he 1 grumbled suddenly. "These kids! You can't 
tell 'em anything. They got to learn the hard way." 

"Ain't it always the way?" Stasi said. 

They sat and waited, and the minutes rolled 
by. John Crackle stirred. In the other places, Bill 
Adams had been in and out in fifteen minutes 
. , . now over thirty had passed. 

"J don't like it," he said. 

"Me neither," Stasi said. "I got the chill in me 
now. 1 feel it right in the back of my neck. All 
right, so I'm superstitious, but that's how I feel." 

"I think we ought to do something," Mr. 
Crackle said. 

"You mean me," Stasi said. "Anything hap- 
pens, you'd be no good to me, Mr. Crackle. No 
good to me or you or anybody else. Okay, I'm 
going." He opened the door, stepped out. "Sort 
of like a chain letter, ain't it, Mr. Crackle? You 
do it for me, 1 do it for a couple of other guys, 
they help you out with somebody else — tike a 
chain letter, ain't it ? Only I hope this ain't where 
the chain breaks." 

After Stasi soft-footed away, John Crackle sat 
tense, his hands white-knuckled. What, he asked 
himself, was going on in there? He wished he 
saw a cop- — or a store with a booth so he could 
phone for a cop. Finally, not knowing precisely 
what he could do, he got out of the car. 

He couldn't go in the front, he knew. There'd 
be some kind of lookout at the inner door. So he 
crept around by the side of the building, looking 
for he knew not what. In the back, he saw a 
lighted window, the curtain drawn. But the win- 
dow was open half a dozen inches and he could 
sneak a peck inside. He peeked. 
. There was a game going on, all right. Over a 
dozen men were grouped near the side wall of 
the room, and the wall itself served as the back- 
board for the galloping dice. He spotted Stasi at 
once, by his broad shoulders and the way his 
porkpie hat sat atop his head. Also with his back 
to Crackle stood Bill Adams, leaner, narrower, 
but muscular tension in the arch of his back. They 



were both playing — they obviously had to, to re- 
main here. 

Crackle couldn't see Bill Adams' face but he 
could visualize his expression from the way he 
suddenly threw up his hands with a nervous 
gesture. 

"Well, that cleans me out," Bill Adams said. 
"How about staking me for fifty, Chick?" 

"You crazy?" a hard-faced, cool-eyed man said. 
"I don't loan nothin' to nobody." 

"Ifs not a loan," Bill Adams said. "You owe 
it to me — and more. More than you can ever pay 
me." 

The words, and the way he said it, made the 
other players stop. They began to edge away slow- 
ly, leaving Bill and Stasi on Crackle's side of the 
room, and Chick and another man facing them, 

"I don't know what them words mean," Chick 
said, hunching forward. 

"They mean stir," Bill Adams said. "The clink. 
The stone walls. Thaf's what they mean." And 
he moved forward, throwing; a long left. 

The fool, John Crackle thought. The stupid, 
hot-headed fool. But forgetting the pain in his 
feet, he turned and ran heavy-footed around the 
building to the front. He banged the door open 
and kept stomping forward, madly, blindly. The 
office where the men had been playing was in 
back, and Crackle cursed the darkness here in the 
main warehouse room. 

Suddenly he was aware of a pounding of steps 
racing toward him. And then he saw the dark, 
lumbering figure. He didn't know who it was but 
the man was in an awful hurry. John Crackb 
closed his eyes because he somehow couldn't face 
those pounding knees, and threw himself forward 
in an awkward, fumbling tackle. He was thrown 
back, but his hands still held tightly, and his head 
hit the cement floor sickeningly. A world of black- 
ness exploded in his brain . , . 

It was light when he opened his eyes five min- 
utes later. Bill Adams and Stasi were smiling down 
at him, and there were a couple of cops holding 
Chick and his partner. 

"You told me you learned a lot about crimi- 
nals," Adams said. "Me too. I learned that a guy 
who can't, stay away from gambling is bound 
to show up at a game sooner or later ii" I kept 
hunting. Chick was the guy who pulled .that stick- 
up— not me. Can you fix it up, Mr. Crackle?" 

He'd have to work out a good story, Mr. 
Crackle knew. But Adams was worth it. He could 
see the faith and trust glowing in the boy's eyes. 
Tomorrow he'd fix it up. 

"Help me up, boy," he said. "I want to go 
home and bathe my feet, Stasi," he said, ."I see 
you got yourself a partner. Some chain-letter, eh, 
boy?" He grinned ruefully. "I'm too old to be 
tackling guys in the dark." 




ud&$HAT PRICE FRIENDSHIP/ IN DONOVAN'S 

WV case itwas$ioo, 000/ but it 

COUlD'VE AS EASILY BEEN A DOLLAR/ 
DOMOHWS FRIENDS WERE HIGH CLASS GENTS 
. . . LIKE WASHINGTON, LINCOLN, JEFFERSON 
AND GRANT. . .THE FACES YOU FIND ON CRISP 
3REEN BILLS/ AND AS DONOVAN PUT IT. ., 
MTHiNG WAS TOO GOOD FOR HIS FRIENDS. . . 
NOT EVEN MURDER/ 
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UNLESS A THIEF STEALS CASH, A FENCE IS THE 
WLT WAT HE CAN CONVERT HIS STOLEN GOODS INTO 
ViET/ BUT WHAT IF THE FENCE ISA CROOK HIMSELF/ 

WHAT OOYOU MEAN.. 
[ YOU'LL GIVE US FIVE 
GRANDPTHIS STUFF J 
IS WORTH r 



.FIFTY/ 



NOT TO 
ME/ YOU PLUGGED 
ACOPGETTIN'IT/ 
THIS ICE IS HOT/ 
FIVE GRAND AND NOT 
A CENT MORE / 
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YOU CRUMMY CHISELER/ 
YOU'VE COT US OVER A 
BARREL/ YOU KNOW WE 
CAN'T GO ANYWHERE 
ELSE/ I OUGNTA 
BRAIN YOU / 



'"GO AHEAD /THERE ^jj 
I WON'T BE A FENCE IN 
f TOWN THAT'LL HANDLE 
YOU/ YOU'RE NOTHIN'... 
YOU AIN'T WORTH A 
THIN DIME... WITH- 
OUT A FENCE/ 



^ALL ftffiHf J\ 


*Vli. sivt «>u>j 

SIX/ TAKE IT I 
L OR LEAVE IT/ 


S!V£ US ] 


TEH / 


l QRAHOfjf 
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BuTA WEEK LATER, AS THE 
WOUNDED POLICEMAN PULLED OUT 
OF DANGER. . 

NOT ME, PAL/I'M 
IN IT FOR SOLD.NOT 
GLORY/ I SPENTTOO 
MANY YEARS LIVING 
ON CRACKERS AND 
MILK/ BY THE WAY, 
HOW ABOUT DINNER, 




WHAT ABOUT UNCLE DAN'S 1 

SUGGESTION? WHY NOT J 
JOIN THE FORCE?YOU / 
HAVE SUCH AMAZING Jk 
SKILL/ THE POLICE ^fl 
COULD USE YOUR J 
HELP/ ^flfl 


FORGET IT.SttTER/ 
I'M A SHAMUS/ I'M 
FOR NUMBER ONE/ 

LET'S CONCENTRATE , 

fcv ON THE DAWSIHG/ Ji 


J^P^r^T'; 
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So THE DIVISION OF LABOR WENT ON. DONOVAN 
DANCED AND NONNO S7ULE. . . . 




YOU'D ONLY WIND UP 
WITH YOUR OWN PUSS 
ON A PRISON PHOTO- 
GRAPH/ THE ONLY 
PORTRAITS I LIKE ARE 
THE ONES ON CURRENCY/ 




B 'UT THE NEXT EVENING.,. 



WAIT A SECOND/ THIS 

SPLIT tS FIFTY- FIFTY / 

UP TO NOW, YOU ONLY 

TOOK A THIRD/ 



Hf THAT WAS UP TO ^ 

NOW/ I'M WORTH 
HALF, PAL/ WHAT CROOK 
HAS A BETTER SETUP?. 
NO FENCE/ NO POLICE 
INVESTIGATION/ 




IWWE 00 T LOOK, NONN0/ 
ALL THE WORK fj IF YOU DON'T 
WE TAKE ALL V.LIKE IT, QUIT/ 
THE RISK.' YOU'RE J WITH ME, > 
TALKIN 1 LIKE A \ EVERYTHING > 
FENCE.OONOVAN/y IS STRICTLY 

BUSINESS/THE 
ONLY FRIENDS I 
HAVE ARE DOLLARS. 




laws 3 

IT TOME* I CAH HANDLE 
IT/ THIS TIME X WANT 
GLORY, MOT GOLOf 




Xy-you stupid, \ 


[HE'S GOING BESERK/I 


/ INTERFERING JANE/ 1 


V BRING HIM DOWN/ 


V I'll kill you \J 




A. AND THFM / f~~ 
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THE POLICE BULLETS FOUND THEIR 
MARK/ DONOVAN COLLAPSED . , . 



T-THAT'S A LAUGH/ 
S-SHE TRIED TO HELP ] 
ME/,.. (GASP/ ) . 




Thus 

joe 

donovan's 

LAST 

AND 
BEST 
SCHEME 
BACKFIRED/ 
HE'D 
ONLY 
SUCCEEDED 
IN 
DOUBLE- 
CROSSING 
HIMSELF/ 
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Ends Shame, Pain 

and Embarrassment 

of Torn, Ragged, 

Chewed Fingernails 

Doctors agree "nail biting" is a vicious, ugly, unsanitary 
habit that often leads to serious infections, ugly ingrown 
nails, pain and embarrassment. Now amazing new medical 
formula safely stops fingernail biting habit almost in- 
stantly. In just days fingernails grow longer, lovelier, 
healthier with exclusive Elmorene Formula 246. Safe, easy 
as washing your hands, just rub across fingertips. No sticky 
lactiuers, gloves or trick devices. Formula 246 is invisible 
on fingers . . . nobody knows your secret. ORDER TODAY! 

SEND NO MONEY— 7 Day Trial Offer 

Send name and address. On arrival pay postman only $2.98 
plus U.O.I), charges. Formula 246 must break "nail biting" 
habit. At end of only 7 days fingernails must be longer, 
healthier or full refund. Sent in plain package. (Send cash, 
wc pay all postage charges . . . same guarantee). 
FREE of extra cost! Pocket size fingernail brush included 
on orders from this ad. WRITE TODAY! 

290 Madison Ave. 

ELMORENE CO. m^ZKn^.Y. 
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It's fun to 
Earn Money 

the Easy 
. Stuart Way! 





Take Easy Orders For 
STUART CHRISTMAS CARDS 

Why not get all those things your heart is set on 
with money you earn by yourself! You can do it 
quickly and easily in your spare time! All you do is 
show our gorgeous greeting card samples for 
Christmas, birthdays and other year 'round occa- 
sions. We send you the samples on approval. Friends, 
neighbors, relatives, almost everybody buys on sight. 
You make sensational cash profits — fast! 

YOU NEED NO EXPERIENCE TO EAKNI 

Exciting new 21-Card Christmas Assortment at $1 
is a bargain that s"ells itself. Yet you keep up to 50^ 
of each $1 as your quick, cash profit. Sell 100 boxes 
to folks you know and $50 is yours! Low-priced 
Name-Imprinted Christmas Cards, All-Occasion 
Assortments, Stationery and many other fast-sellers 
make still more money for you! 

GET SAMPLES ON 

FREE TRIAL! 

Send no money! We'll 
send you saleable sample 
assortments on approval 
for FREE TRIAL. Act 
fast and we'll also include 
Samples of Person- 
alized rrtoney- makers 
FREE. Just fill out and 
mail coupon. 




STUART GREETINGS, INC., Dept. 104 

4436-3B N. Clark St., Chicago 40, Illinois 
YES! I want to earn extra spending money. Please send 
details with Assortments on approval and Personalized 
Samples FREE. 



STUART GREETINGS, INC. 

"-Ik SI., D.pl Id Chi, 



Address 

City & Zone. . 



If for a club, give its name above. 



